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Lucy was correct in her diagnosis all the same. The
anticipation of Sebastian's marriage and its results
were constant factors at the back of the minds of all
the feminine population of Chevron, Miss Wace,
Mrs. Wickenden, the housemaids, the scullery-
maids, the still-room maid, the laundresses, and
the wives of the men-servants all looked forward
secretly and lasciviously to the day when his
Grace's engagement should be announced. The
essential secretiveness of their anticipation did not
deter them from open discussion. But their dis-
cussion was based on other than the real grounds.
It took the advertised form of an altruistic interest
in Sebastian's welfare. Miss Wace, of course, held
herself aloof from it, yet to her own friends she
confided her dread lest Sebastian should become a
Confirmed Bachelor. Mrs. Wickenden, of course,
repaired to the sympathetic ear of her sister-in-law.
The housemaids, scullery-maids, and laundresses
chattered amongst themselves, unaware that each
one of them projected herself into the position of
his Grace's bride; turned over the trousseau as
though it were her own; stood before the chapel
altar and the white lilies in the great golden pots;
imagined herself in a first-class carriage alone with
Sebastian,  en route  for  Spain  or  Egypt;  lived
through the intoxicating strangeness of the first
night in the Paris Ritz. Any one of the housemaids,
scullery-maids, or laundresses would have been
sincerely and properly shocked by any suggestion
of the kind. Their visions were all of a young lady,
fair, innocent, and well-bred, who, shyly yielding